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The Tragedie 

Haft. Whatsaclockc? V 

LMejf. Vponthedrokeoffoure. 

Haft. Cannot thy maiderflecpe the tedious nights? 
JWcjf. So it fhould feeme by that I haue to fay : 

Firft he commends him to your noble Lordihip. 

Haft. And then. -Afcf And then he fends you word* 

He dreamt’to'night the boare had rafte his hclme: 
Befides,Hc faies there are two councels held. 

And that may be determinedat theories 

Which may makeyouand him tore we at theother, * 

Therefore he fends to know yout Lordfhipspleafurc : 

If prcfcntly you will take horfe with him, 

And with alHpcede port into the North, 

To (bun the danger that bis foule diuincs. 

H aft. Go fellow go,returne viito thy Lord, 

Bid him not fearer he feparated councels: 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one, * 

And at the other,is my feruant Carcsby: 

Where nothing can proceed t hat toucheth vs. 

Whereof I fh.dl not haue intelligence. 

T cl him his feates aredh.ail iw , wanting indancie. 

And for his drcames,I wonder he is fo fond, 

T o trull the mockery of vnquiet {lumbers, 

To fife ‘die boare, before the bcare puifucs vs. 

Were tcincenfe the boare to follow vs, 

A nd make purfuite where he did meane no chafe: 

Go bid thy maifterrife and come tome. 

And we will both togithertothc tower. 

Where he fhall fee the boare will vfc vskindly. 

Mef. My gratious Lo: lie tell him what you lay. Enter 
C at. Many good morrovves to my noble Lo : {Cat esbj. 

Haft. Good morrow Catc$by,you are early dirriog, 
What newes what newes, in this our tottering (late? 

Cat. Iris a reeling world indeed my Lo c 
And I beleeue it will neuer (land vpright, 

Till Richard weare the garland of the Realmc. 

Haft. How? weare the garland? doeft thou tticane the 
Cat, I my good Lord. ; 7. -.77 ' . (crowne? 

Haft* 
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fjaft.We haue this crowne of mine, cut frdm my /houlders 
Ere I will lee the crownc fo foule mifplaftc: 

Butcanfl thou guefTe that he doth aime at it. 

Cat. Vpori my life my Lo:and hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the gaine thereof. 

And thereupon he fends )'ou this good newes, . 

Thatthis fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Quecne muff die at Pomfrct. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for thatfiewes, 

Becaufe they haue bene Hill mine enemies : 
hut that Ilegiue my voice on Richards fide, 

Tobarrcmy maiden heires in true difccnt* 

God knowes I will not do it to the death, _ _ 

Cat. God keepc your LordHiipin tnatgratiousminoe* 
Haft. But I fliall laugh at this a twcluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my M aiders hate, 

}Hae to Tooke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell thee Catesby . Cat , What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

lie fend feme packing, tharyct thinke noton ». 

Cat . Tis a vile thing to die mygrauous Lord, 

When men are vnprepard,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O Mondrous, roondrous.and fo falls it out 

With Riucrs, Vaughan, Gray, and fo twill aoo 
With fomc men elfe,who thinkethcmfeluesaslafe. 

As thousand I, who as thouknoweibare deare 
To. Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat , The Princes both make high account ot yo«, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do>and I haue well deemed it. 

Enter Lord Stanley > . „ 

What my L: where is your boare- fpcate man? 

Feare you theboare and go fo vnprauided? ^ 

Stan. My La: good morrow: good morrow Gatcsu) .... 
You may icd on: but by the holy roode. 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels I. 

Haft. My Lo: I holde ray life as dear* an you do yours, 

Aud neuct in ray life I do proteft, & 


120 130 140 150 


160 


mi nil Mil Mill Ml 


170 180 190 200 210 220 





:v 


- -h- 


230 


240 250 260 270 280 290 


300 







